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too pleased to show visitors round the large and well-stocked museum 
over which he had charge, waxing especially eloquent over the treasures 
of the Egyptian section, in which it was particularly rich, but today 
he had work on hand which would monopolize his attention for many 

come into possession of a great number of Egyptian antiquities, and it 
being directed. 
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Whilst he had been speculating on the identity of the body which lay 
within, Peter Venn had taken up his chisel and inserted it beneath the lid. 
His hand was already on the handle to lever the coffin open, when sud¬ 
denly he paused, overcome with a strange feeling of helplessness that he 
could neither define or explain. 

Peter was not an imaginative man, neither was he a novice in his 
profession. Years of constant association had blunted that feeling of in¬ 
voluntary awe with which the average person would regard the exposure 
of a body in its two-thousand-year-old resting-place, to him a mummy 
was just an interesting antiquity, to be examined, classified and ticketed 
before being placed in its glass case. But now, to his surprize and annoy¬ 
ance, he found himself suddenly overcome with a feeling very much like 
physical terror. And yet, strangely enough, the actual reason for his fear 
did not appear to be the mummy-case itself, it needed something more 
potent, more vital, more human to account for the sensation which pos- 
essed him. Slowly, unconsciously, as though actuated by a compelling 
volition alien to himself, Peter straightened up and looked through the 
glass partition, and a slight gasp came from between his parted lips as 
his eyes fell upon the figure of the woman who stood outside. 

She was rather under medium height, slim and dark-haired, with small, 
delicately chiselled features and long, slightly almond-shaped eyes. Her 
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most extraordinary young lady. He shrugged and pointed toward his 
room behind the glass partition. 

there, and—" 



"I knew it!" cried Peter Venn triumphandy. 


With a quick movement that somehow reminded him of the sinuous' 
glide of a panther, the girl rose to her feet and came toward him. Beauti- 
ftil though her face was, there was now a look on it that filled him with 







it the uglier the whole business seemed. That he, a responsible and re¬ 
spectable official, having in his charge objects whose value was literally 
beyond all price, had consented to admit an utter stranger to the mu- 
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Peter Venn found his newly formed resolution wavering as he re¬ 
membered those compelling yet adorable eyes. After all, what was it 
that she asked of him ? Merely that she should be present when 
he examined the strange mummy. Surely there would be no great harm 
in humoring her whim, or curiosity, or, superstition, or whatever was 
at the back ot her unusual desire. And, to confess the truth, he himself 
ms conscious of no small curiosity to see the outcome of the affair. 

Who was this amazingly persuasive young lady who was able to 
read the hieratic script of two thousand years ago as readily as he 
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"Aut Caesar aut nullus — .'Either Caesar or nothing 1 ," Peter Venn read 
with staring eyes, and then the almost illegible signature beneath: "Mar- 
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ANTHON, LORD OF THE HUBELAIRES, asked his grand¬ 
son, Raymond the Golden, to go with him to-the shore of the Hungry 
Sea. As they sat on the sands he said, "You are my only grandson, 
Raymond. When I die you will be ruler. I wish you could inherit wealth, 
prosperity and fame, but we are a little people and there is nothing I 
can leave you save pride. 
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than Raymond the Golden, while, high in the sky, a lark trilled. 



while all living Hubelaires, bound with ropes and earth-stained, lay in 

Sardain, King of the Rathlings, laughed loudly and, as he laughed, 
threw filth on the sacred altar and horse dung in the faces of the three 
dead men. All that day the Hubelaires died, and as each one died, the 








away like a frightened rabbit; 



Since the day my Love was found. 
Haste then, Love, and to me fly, 
Hasten, hasten, or I die." 















but Walling and the last of the Hubelaires walked down to the beach, 
and, at the end of the talking, the house carl made a sacred promise 
and swore to it by all the gods he wot of. The old man and the young 



in the moonlight, they sat down. "Sing to me!" the woman said. 
Then Raymond the Golden sang! 


"Now litde white clouds, on pine trees tall. 
Threw shimmering shadows over the mil, 
Where the spiders silent held their sway. 
Spinning their webs of silvery gray. 

There on the grass lay a maiden lair. 

So lightly she rested on the grass. 

That it hardly bent at its lovely task. 

Around her flew the moths so white. 

To shade her eyes from the moonbeams bright. 
Over her body a soft sheet spread. 

Made of down from a dandelion bed. 

Out from the flowers a perfune rare. 

Was brought by the wind with loving care. 

And scattered over her body slight, 

To pleasure her as she slept that night. 

While mockingbirds, from the thicket near. 
Sang songs of love tor her sleeping ear." 


He paused. 

"And what then ?" whispered the damsel. 
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"Since you are so determined," thelitde man replied, "I will help you. 
There are other ways of" fighting than with the sword or battle axe." 
Then very slowly he explained how Doom, though small, could ac¬ 
complish that which he desired. After saying his say, he vanished. 


his failing mother, tended the fire and cared for the cattle. She now spent 
all her days before the fire, never speaking of the desire that was upper¬ 
most in her heart. In a few weeks she slept away and her son placed 
her by the side of Walling. At her feet he placed some golden curls 
that she, cherishing, had cared for during many weary years. Then he 
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combined with it the blood of Raymond the Golden, who, dying, had 
been bled like a pig. Hubelaire wine savored by rich red blood of the 
last of their enemeis! And once again he commanded that all should 
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WEIRD TALES. 


This document, written in a clear, bold hand, was found in the burned 
ruins of an asylum. The records of this institution had been saved, and 
upon investigation it was found that an eminent drug analyst was con¬ 
fined within its walls for one of the most horrible crimes ever recorded He 
was judged and found insane after telling, as his defense, a fantastic 
story. After reading his story, which coincides so well with the known 
facts, one can not help but wonder ... 

IT'S NIGHT AGAIN-one of those threatening, misty nights 
that you see in dreams. I'm afraid of it— it returns like a mockery to 

it happened; that horrible experience that gives my mind no rest— 

They wouldn't believe the facts I told them — said my story was the 


Copyright 1926 by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company for 
WEIRD TALES, April; no record of copyright renewal. 
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a rabbit, but those of a scared ani- 


for the laboratory light, 




pillow as if Jn deep thought. 

"Doc," he said quietly, ' 
wish fulfilled." 








exceedingly warm; I thought it 
, however. An unexpected crash 






threateningly and stamped angrily, but the beast did not move. Then I 
looked into its eyes and understood. It was Rodney! He had possession 
of a tiger's body! 

He was overjoyed at my recognizing him, and although we could not 
talk to each other, we showed our pleasure plainly enough. He gloried 
in the agility and strength that were now his, and took prodigious leaps 
and flips in a small clearing. 

Finally, tired and winded from his play, he came to me and rubbed his 
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i, every bone in his body broken as thoug 
ms had crushed him ! 


c (R.'£. 

















it greedily and put it into his mouth, his hand disappearing into the 
folds of his ragged robes, and emerging with a match which he lighted 
with a dirty thumbnail. He took deep, delighted puffs. 


The colonel's close-cropped gray hair had a wet look, the stifling 

come to him —better the Abwehr than the Gestapo. Hitler's brutal, up¬ 
start police, with their lack of finesse, would have thwarted careful in¬ 
vestigation. The Englishman, masquerading as an Arab, had already 
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"What is it ?" he asked hoarsely. "What does it mean : ,M 

The sight of that crumbling rope taunted him. Again he touched the 
fragments on his desk, and they turned to dust between his fingers. He 
derived nothing eerie from the pieces, and attributed his recent feelings 
to the infernal desert heat, and the treachery of the Kasbah. 

"As you see. Monsieur, it is'but an old piece of rope. The rope's a 
devil. Colonel, it attracts like a wanton, and I'm powerless to resist. 
When I'm alone, 1 look upon it as a lover would the face of his in¬ 
amorata. It seems to whisper to me, but as yet I can't understand the 
words. Be content, man Colonel, with a love you can understand!" 

'"You stole it!" accused von Beck. 

The colonel touched the rope again, and felt an electrifying sensation 
course through his body. He shuddered, horrified. He thought he heard 
a susurration such as whispered words. Colonel von Beck returned to 
his desk, unnerved by the enigmatic effect of the rope. lie took three 
cartons of cigarettes out of the desk drawer. 
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denied. He had been an officer in the army since the First World War, 
but promotions had consistently passed him by. 

Colonel von Beck sat before a desk where a lamp reflected on a leather 
bag that contained the ancient rope, reminding him of his Libyan days 
with Rommel. Nightly he sat and fondled the rope, thrilling to 
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She looked at him with tear-dimmed eyes. Though she had mastered 

nervously and she returned his steady gaze with something of the vague, 
half-believing apprehension of a child. "You're sure ?" she asked. 
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Fires"; he had said something then about a love that had been lost. But 
now, at last I understood Jules de Grandin — or thought I did. 

"To you, my friend," he pledged me. "To you, and friendship, and 
brave deeds of adventure, and last of all to Death, the last sweet friend 
who flings the door back from our prison, for — " 

The clamoring telephone cut short his toast. 

"Mercy Hospital," a crisp feminine voice announced as I picked up 
the instrument. "Will you and D>ctor de Grandin come at once? Detec¬ 
tive Sergeant Costello wants to see you just as soon as —oh, wait a 
minute, they've plugged a 'phone through from his room." 

"Hullo, Doctor Trowbridge, sor," Costello's salutation came across 
the wire a moment later. "They like to got me, sor—in broad daylight, 


"Eh? What the deuce?" I shot back. "What's the trouble, Sergeant?" 
"A chopper, sor." 

"Machine-gun, sor. Hornsby an' me wuz standin' be th' corner o' 
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"Eh?" I demanded. 

Renouard and Ingraham chuckled. 

"They gave it to him," the Englishman explained. 

"In the throat —the neck, I should remark," Renouard supplied, 
wrestling bravely with the idiom. 

"The party will be held tomorrow night,” de Grandin finished. 

"Who—what—whatever are you fellows saying?" I queried. "What 

"Grigor Bazarov," de Grandin answered with another laugh, "the 
youthful-bodied one with the aged, evil face; the wicked one who cele¬ 
brated the Blade Mass. He is to die tomorrow night. Yes, parbleu, he 
dies for murder!" 

"Patience, mon vieux, and I shall tell you all. You do recall how we 
— Monsieur Hiji, Renouard and I—did apprehend him on the night we 
rescued Mademoiselle Alice? Of course. Very well. 

which he did not perpetrate, because we could not charge him with his 
many other crimes ? Very good. So it was. 

"When we had packed you off with Monsieur Jean and his so charm- 
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The tap was not repeated. Silently, on well-oiled hinges, the door 













caged animals, and it is suggested an escaped lunatic may have 
blundered into the Karmany zoo as he fled from confinement. If 



Haven, Fla., and all attempts to reach him have been unsuccessful 
at the time this issue goes to press.” 


"Absolutely," Ingraham agreed. 

"Of course; certainly," de Gran din nodded, then, abrupdy: "What is ?" 
"Why-er~ a lunatic might have done it," I returned. "Cases of zo¬ 
ophilia-" 

"And of zoofiddlesticks!" the little Frenchman interrupted. "This was 


hand, though why it should be so we can not say. Still — ’ 

T don't care if he is at breakfast. I've got to see him!’ a hysterically 
shrill voice came stridently from the hallway, and John Davisson strode 
into the breakfast room, pushing the protesting Nora McGinnis from his 
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path. "Doctor de Grandin—Doctor Trowbridge— she's gone f he sobbed 
as he half fell across the threshold. 

"Mon Dieu, so soon?" de Grandin cried. "How was it, mon pauvreP" 
Davisson stared glassy-eyed from one of us to the other, his face 
working spasmodically, his hands clenched till it seemed the bones must 
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The early morning snow had stopped, but a thin veneer of leaden 
douds obscured the sky, and the winter sun shone through them with 
a pale, half-hearted glow as we wheeled along the highway toward the 
graveyard. Only people of the poorer dass buried their dead in Willow 
Hills; only funeral directors of the less exdusive sort sold lots or grave- 



Grigor Bazarov lay before us and gave us stare for stare. The mor- 
tuarian who attended him had lacked the skill or indination to do a 
thorough job, and despite the intense cold of the weather putrefaction 
had made progress. The dead man's mouth was slighdy open, a quarter- 
inch or so of purple, blood-gorged tongue protruding from his lips as 
though in low derision; the lids were partly raised from his great eyes, 
and though these had the sightless glaze of death, it seemed to me some 
subtle mockery lay in them. 

I shuddered at the sight despite myself but I could not forbear the gibe: 
"Well, is he dead ?” I asked de Grandin. 
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"Restore him to his bed, if you will be so good. Monsieur,” he added 

green showed momentarily as a treasury note changed hands, and the 
cemetery overseer grinned. 

"Thanks," he acknowledged. "Next time you want to look at one of 
'em, don’t forget we're always willing to oblige." 

"Yes, he is dead,” the Frenchman murmured thoughtfully as we walked 
slowly toward the cemetery gate, "dead like a herring, yet —" 

copated by the chattering of his teeth, "dead or not, sir, the man we just 
saw in that coffin was the man I saw beside the lane this morning. No 

21. White Horror 


"HERE'S A SPECIAL DELIVERY LETTER for Misther Davis¬ 
son, come whilst yez wuz out, sor," Nora McGinnis announced as we en¬ 
tered the house. "Will ye be afther havin' the' tur-rkey or th' roast fer 
dinner tonight, an' shall I make th 1 salad wid tomatoes or asparagus?" 

"Turkey, by all means, he is a noble bird," de Grandin answered for 

The big Irishwoman favored him with an affectionate smile as she 
she had handed him. 

For a moment he perused it with wide-set, unbelieving eyes, then 
handed it to me, his features quivering once again with nervous tic. 


John, Darling: 

When you get this I shall be on my way to fulfil the destiny 
prepared for me from the beginning of the world. Do not seek to 
follow me, nor think of me, save as you might think kindly of 
one who died, for I am dead to you. I have forever given up 
all thought of marriage to you or any man, and I release you 
from your engagement. Your ring will be delivered to you, and 
that you may some day put it on the finger of a girl who can return 
the love you give is the hope of 

AUCE. 


believe she 


t!" the young man cried. "Why, 






dun artichaut, I shall say yes ! Certainly, of course." 

"You mean — he'll make her go with him — leaveme— by threats against 
my life ?" young Davisson faltered. 

polamin apomophia; he holds her in a stronger thrall. Yes, it is entirely 
likely." 

He folded the girl's note between his slim, white hands, regarding it 
idly for a moment; then, excitedly: "Tell me. Monsieur Jean, did Ma¬ 
demoiselle Alice, by any chance, know something of telegraphy ?" 



"Of course I can," young Davisson broke in. * 'Jones’ Mill,' it says. 
Good Lord, why didn't I think of that ?" 

"Ah ? And this mill of Monsieur Jones —" 

"Is an old ruin several miles from Boonesburg. No one's occupied 
it since I can remember, but it can't be more then three miles from the 
place where we met the wolves, and —" 

"Eh bien, if that be so, why do we sit here like five sculptured figures 

bridge, Renouard, Friend Hiji, and you, Friend Jean, prepare yourselves 
for service in the cold. Me, I shall telephone the good Costello for the 

"Oui-da, Messieurs les Loups, I think that we shall give you the 
party of surprise— we shall feed you that which will make your bellies 
ache most villainously!" 




half-hour 












be blotto, by t— " 

Crash ! The thunderous detonation shook the floor beneath us and a 
heavy beam came hurtling from the ceiling, followed by a cataract of 
splintered planks and rubble. 

Crash! A second folmination smashed the wooded wall upon our 
right and a mass of shattered brick and timber poured into the room. 

"Bombes dair!" Renouard cried wildly. "Down—down, my friends; 

explosion ripped the cover off our hiding-place and a blinding pompom 
of live flame flashed in our eyes. 

I felt myself hurled bodily against the farther wall, felt the crushing 
impact as I struck the mortised planks, and then I felt no more. 

"Trowbridge, my friend, my good, brave comrade; do you survive, 
have you been killed to death ? Mordieu, say that you live, my old one!" 

I heard de Gran din's voice calling from immeasurable distance, and slowly 
realized he held my head upon his shoulder while with frantic hands he 
rubbed snow on my brow. 

"Oh, I'm all right, I guess," I answered weakly, then sank again in 
comforting oblivion. 

When next I struggled back to consciousness, I found myself on my 
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went up, and heels clicked together, he stood erectly at attention before 
Ingraham. "Sergeant Bendigo reporting, sar," he announced. 

"At ease," commanded Ingraham. Then: "Did you go out there?" 
"Yes, 0 Hiji, even as you ordered, so I did. Up to the place where all 
* Here ended part five in the June 1932 WEIRD TALES. 




come trekking long time through the jungle from Monrovia, ten, twenty, 
maybe thirty at once, with Liberian bush boys lor guide, and— " 

"All right, get on with it," Ingraham prompted sharply. 

"Then make killing palaver, Hiji," the young man told him earnestly. 
"Those bush boys come as guides; but they not return. They start for 
home, but something happen—I saw one speared from ambush. I think 
those white men put bad thoughts in bush men's heads. Very, very bad 


"Hou ! Bush nigger from all parts of the forest Work like slaves; all 
time they dig and chop. Clear off the jungle, dig up old stones where 
ghosts are buried. I think there will be trouble there." 

"No doubt of it," the Englishman concurred. Then: "Tell me, 0 

common beauty whom they guarded careftilly, as though a prisoner, 

"Allah!" exclaimed the sergeant, rolling up his eyes ecstatically. 
"Never mind the religious exercises. Did you see the woman ?" 


Elinor Glyn, 







man of whom you tell me." 

The sergeant drew himself erect again and tendered us a grave salute. 
His slightly, flaring nostrils and smooth, brown skin announced his 
negroid heritage, but the thin-lipped mouth, the straight, sleek hair and 
finely modeled hands and feet were pure Arab, while the gleaming, pierc¬ 
ing eyes and quick, cruel smile were equally pure devil. De Grandin 
knew him for a knidred spirit instandy. 

" Tiens, mon brave, it is a fine thing you have done, this discover¬ 
ing of their devil's nest," he complimented as he raised his hand in 
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"Oko!" the Englishman returned grimly. "I think this leopard will 
talk, and be jolly glad to. Sergeant, build a fire!" 

Sergeant Bendigo had evidently anticipated this, for dry sticks and 



as though he were an eel upon the barbs when they thrust his bare 

rose sickeningly upon the still night air did he shake his head from 
side to side in token of surrender. 
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Twice we saw evidence of the Leopards' visits, deserted villages where 
blackened rings marked the site of burned huts, red stains upon the earth, 
vultures disputing over ghastly scraps of flesh and bone. 

As we passed through the second village the scouts brought back a 
woman, a slender frightened girl of fifteen or so, with a face which might 

discharge his entire chorus in disgust. 

"Thou art my father and my mother," she greeted Ingraham con¬ 
ventionally. 


"Where are thy people?" he demanded. 

"In the land of ghosts, lord," she replied. "A day and a day ago 



's Bride 
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ting peacock, and from behind the folds of the thick drapery we saw that 
some activity was toward, for the carmine doth would swing in rippling 
folds from time to time as though invisible hands were dutching it. 

"Now, I wonder what the deuce—" Ingraham began, but stopped 
abruptly as the curtain slowly parted and into the firelight marched a 
figure. From neck to heels he was enveloped in a robe of shimmering 

peacock. Upon his head he wore a beehive-shaped turban of red silk 
set off with a great medallion of emeralds. 

One look identified him. Though we had seen him sutler death in the 
electric chair and later looked upon him lying in- his casket, there was 
no doubt in either of our minds. The Oriental potentate who paced the 
shining sands before us was Grigor Bazrov, the Red Priest who offici¬ 
ated at the Mass of St. Secaire. 

Beside him, to his right and left, and slightly to the rear, marched the 






forms upon the lens of a kaleidoscope. 

Now a vocal chorus seconded the music of the tom-toms: 


"Ho, hoi, kola, 

"Ho, hoi, hola; 

Tou bonia berbe AzidT 

The Red Priest and the congregation repeated the lines endlessly, 
striking their hands together at the ending of each stanza. 

"Good God!" Ingraham muttered in my ear. "D'ye get it Trow- 

"No," I whispered back. "What is it ?" 

'"Tou bonia berbe Azid' means 'thou has become a lamb of the 


















for the Red Priest stepped forward, unsheathing the simitar frc 
jeweled scabbard at his waist. He tendered it to her, blade foremos 
I winced involuntarily as I saw her take the steel in her bare han 
saw the blood spurt like a ruby dye between her lingers as the 
edge bit through die soft flesh to the bone. 

But in her wild delirium she was insensible to pain. The curved 
whirled like darting lightning round her head, circling and flashing 


It all occurred so quickly that I scarcely knew what happened till the 
. act was done. The wildly whirling blade reversed its course, struck in¬ 
ward suddenly and passed across her slender throat, its superfine edge 
propelled so fiercely by her maddened hand that she was virtually de¬ 
capitated. 

The rhythm of the drums increased, the flying fingers of the drummers 
increased, the flying fingers of the drummers beating a continuous roar 
which filled the sultry night like thunder, and the red-robed congregation 

dancer tripped and stumbled in her corybantic measure, a spate of ruby 
lifeblood cataracting down her snow bosom; wheeled round upon her 
toes a turn or two, then toppled to the sand, her hands and feet and body 
twitching with a tremor like the jerking of a victim of St. Vitus dance. 










" To the Gods of Egypt who are Devils, 

To the Gods of Babylon in Xether Darkness, 

To all the Gods of all Forgotten Peoples, 

Who rest not, but lust eternally — fia.il!" 

Turning to the rhinoceros-headed monster on the right he bowed 
respectfully and called: 

"Had Thee who art Doubly Evil, 

Who contest forth from Mi, 

Who proceedest from the Lake ofNcfer, 

Who comest from the Courts of Sechet— Hail!" 


To the left he turned and invoked the female 
"Hail, Kali, Daughter of Himavat, 
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Hail, Thou about whose waist hang human skulls. 
Hail, Devil of Horrid Form, 

Malign Image of Destructiveness, 

Eater-up of all that it good, 

Disseminater of all which is wicked- Hail f 


Finally, looking straight before him, he raised both hands above his 
head and fairly screamed: 


"And Thou, Great Barr an-Sathanas, 

Azid, Beelzebub, Lucifer, Asmodeum, 

Lucifer, Mighty Lord of Earth, 

Prince of the Powers of the Air; 

We give Thee praise and adoration. 

Now and ever. Mighty Master, 

Hail all hail. Great Lucifer. Hail, all hail!" 
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wings lowered till the quills cut little furrows in the sand. Slow¬ 
ly, pridefully, as though they were awareoftheir magnificence, the jeweled 
birds marched across the hippodrome, and in their wake — 

"For God's sake!" exclaimed Ingraham. 

"Alice!" John Davisson's low cry was freighted with stark horror and 
despairing recognition. 

It was Alice; unquestionably it was she; but how completely meta¬ 
morphosed ! A diadem of beaten gold, thick-set with flashing jewels, was 
clasped about her head. Above the circlet, where dark hair and white 
skin met at the temples, there grew a pair of horns ! They grew, there 





fore h<jr> weaving fantastic arabesques in empty air as Eastern fakirs do 


"Hail, Bride of Night, 

Hail, horned Bride of Mighty Lucifer; 

Hail, thou who earnest from the depths of 
far Abaddon; 

Hail and thrice hail to her who passes over 
blood and fre 

That she may greet her Bridegroom ! 

Hail, all hail f 

cried the Red Priest, and as he finished speaking, from each side the 
altar rushed a line of red-veiled women, each bearing in her hands a pair 
of wooden pincers between the prongs of which there glowed and smolder¬ 
ed a small square of super-heated stone. That the rocks were red-hot 
could not be denied, for we could see the curling smoke and even little 
licking tongues of flame as the wooden tongs took fire from them. 










ent on bringing them down 
; blow. Now, suddenly, the 
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pistol back into its holster and should 



"Name of a little blue man, behold, my friend!" he ordered, bending 
across the operating-table and pointing at the open wound with his scalpel 
tip. "They were clever, those ones, n'est-ce-pasP" 

The lower ends of the small horns had been skilfully riveted to thin 
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tween skin and tissue, had acted as anchors for the horns, which thus 
appeared to grow upon the young girl's head. 

"Clever ?” I echoed. "It's diabolical." 

"Eh bien, they are frequendy the same, my friend." 

He sewed the slit skin daintily with an invisible subcutaneous stitch, 
matching the cut edges so perfecdy that only the thinnest hair-line of 

" Voila," he announced. This fellow Jules de Grandin puzzles me, my 

policeman, but when he is pursuing evil-doers I think he is a better 
gendarme than physician. The devil take the fellow; I shall never make 


The litde freighter wallowed in the rising swells, her twin propellers 
churning the blue water into buttermilk. Far astern the coast of Africa 





- and we are now upon the high sea." 
iVdl ?" demanded John. 
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any Humes, only Davissons. Le bon Dieu grant there may be many of 


We have just returned from the christening of Alice's twin boys, Re- 
nouard de Grandin and Trowbridge Ingraham Davisson. The little 
villains howled right lustily when Doctor Bendey put the water on their 

" Grand Dieu des pores, theEvil One dies hard in those small sinners!" 
said Jules de Grandin. 

Ingraham, engrossed with ministerial duties in West Africa, was un¬ 
able to be present, but the silver mugs he sent the youngsters are big 
enough to hold their milk for years to come. 

As I write this, Renouard, de Grandin and Costello are very drunk 

that high-pitched cachinnation which only those for gone in liquor use 
at some droll anecdote which Jules de Grandin tells. 

I think that I shall join them. Surely, there is one more drink left in 
the botde. 
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by ROBERT E. HOWARD 

The old man leaned on his rusty spade; 
Down his gnarled arms the slow sweat ran. 
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LOOK INTO THE FUTURE! 


The Complete 
Prophecies of 

Nostradamus 

in a complete English edition has been one of the World’s 
i rarest and most wanted books. 

Whenever available, this amazing and inspirational work 
has fetched hundreds' of dollars. 

This present edition includes all of the original Old French 
Text, an exact literal English Translation and an interpre- _ 
tation and explanation of each and every one of the more 
than 1,000 Predictions extending into the year 3797 A. D. 

Mr. Henry C. Roberts, the editor, has spent a lifetime of 
research in the occult and metaphysical basis of Clairvoyance, 

work asMdaily working guide to look into the future. 

The Complete Prophecies of Nostradamus is priced 
at only $6.00. _ 


HEALTH KNOWLEDGE, INC. DEPT. 69/3 
119 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK, NEWYORK, 10003 














